Vv 
















in a futuristic dystopian sp j novel 





2.1 


The booklet entitled "Transmundane Training Manual - Theoretical 
Symbology", begins with the following analysis: 

"The circle is an ancient symbol that can mean many things. On the surface 
it's simply an enclosure, containing the other symbols within itself, but it 
can represent totality, the all, unending infinity, the self. Sometimes it 
represents God. It's a sacred symbol. 

"The intersecting equilateral triangle is often seen as a symbol of 
stability, strength, and endurance. In modern graphical usage, such as on 
street signs or within interactive contexts, it's used as a warning or 
notification, something used to draw the viewer's attention. As a physical 
analogue it's one of the sturdiest shapes when projected into the third 
dimension and there is also an allusion there to the Christian concept of the 
holy trinity. 

"Within these two primordial symbols, at the top, lies a rose. The rose has 
been adopted by many traditions, especially but not exclusively, by royal 
ones. In this context, anything that sits beneath the rose is deemed to be 
concealed, covert, cryptic, surreptitious, and not to be shared with or by the 
general public. When something is described as being 'sub rosa', or beneath 
the rose, it means strict secrecy. A black rose is a potent version of this, 
often being associated with death, especially as regards the end of an old and 
established order, or the signaling the coming of a new era. A variation of 
the black rose is also associated with anarchism. 

"In the lower-left corner is the eye in the hand. This is a profoundly occult 
symbol with an unclear lineage. The most common occurrence of this type of 
symbol is the Hamsa or Eye of Fatima, usually seen as protective and often 
worn as an amulet. However, the Hamsa is more stylized and symmetrical, with 





the thumb and pinky curved outward, or possibly two thumbs and three fingers. 
The variation within the Transmundane logo is less well defined, although 
one such definition is the unity of perception and action; the eye observes 
and the hand does. Another interpretation in the aboriginal tradition 
suggests that it's related to the Three Stones of Creation, a part of Orion's 
belt. This part of the constellation is said to mark the location of the 
Portal to the Otherworld, as represented by an eye. 

"The skull is most commonly associated with death or mortality. But there are 
other interpretations which are less obvious. One of these is that the skull 
lies beneath the skin and the flesh, representing what's underneath, the truth 
or reality that's buried beneath the surface. The skull and crossbones 
features prominently on the Jolly Roger, the well-known pirate flag, 
suggesting an association with outlaws or groups operating outside of the 
boundaries of states or man-made laws. In Indian tradition, skulls are often 
worn by or depicted with the fiercest deities, those which clear the path for 
renewal and rebirth through destruction. In Tibetan tradition, skulls adorn 
wrathful deities called Dharmapalas, or Defenders of the Devoted." 

After going over some of the variations of these elements, the manual goes on 
to illustrate some of the defining characteristics that make up Central's 
mercurial symbolism: angular, sharp, authoritarian, aggressive, dominant. 
The agent is advised to be on the lookout for such markings, especially when 
they appear alongside "auspicious circumstances or symbols." 

The text goes on to compare Central's imagery to corporate and state logos 
with a focus on their shadowy and occult traditions. It then delves into 
sigils, thaumaturgical symbols, and other "graphical embodiments of arcane 
profundity." 

In the final few passages the writing reminds the agent not to put too much 
stock in symbols; "... they're intended to represent something that often turns 



out to be nothing more than bluster. The scribbles on the walls of toilet 
stalls should be considered to be only slightly less charged with meaning 
and purpose.” 

As I flushed and washed my hands, I reflected on the somewhat ironic context 
of what I'd just read. 



2.2 


I started the next manual with some big reservations. Among them is the fact 
that I've always been highly skeptical of thaumaturgy, or "magick" as it's 
more commonly known, because of the claim that one can cause changes in their 
environment or circumstances by using what's essentially just ritualized 
wishing. 

If it's so effective, I thought, why wouldn't practitioners be mega-rich by 
now? Why wouldn't they be surrounded with luxury, devastatingly attractive 
people, etc.? Why wouldn't they have the world rolling around at their feet, 
catering to every whim and desire? 

In a very matter-of-fact way, the training manual would quickly disabuse me 
of such notions. It would also drop a few other reassuringly grounded caveats 
and explanations to help make things more digestible. 

As was now becoming common, the tract entitled "Transmundane Training 
Manual - Tactical Thaumaturgy" begins by warning the trainee that not every 
agent is universally proficient and limiting the time spent evaluating a 
skill is "simply a good idea". 

The manual then quickly descends into a fairly lengthy history on the subject 
by name-dropping personalities like King Solomon, Hermes Trismegistus, 
Merlin of Camelot, Abremalin the Mage, John Dee, Edward Kelley, Roger Bacon, 
Comte de Saint Germain, Helena Blavatsky, Aleister Crowley, Kenneth Anger, 
Austin Osman Spare, Robert Anton Wilson, Psychic TV, and many others. 

Pausing to look up some of these names I discovered that the information in 
the manual is compact, sometimes to the point of being sparse, but accurate and 
relevant. 





It's this apparent attention to editorial detail that makes the concluding 
paragraph both surprising and chortle-worthy, something I was not expecting 
as I nasally ejected my freshly-gulped morning coffee: 

"Just ignore these morons. They seem more interested in propping up 
theological ideologies than empowering others. Their teachings are about as 
useful as a superfluous third nipple, either couched in archaic and 
deliberately cryptic language, displaying a lack of analytical depth, or just 
plain wrong. Despite their renown, the wisdom poured forth by their 
originators' orifices is almost holistically diarrheic." 

Not only was the startling imperative to "ignore these morons" hilarious but 
so was the idea of famous holes spewing runny "wisdom". 

After partially succeeding in undoing the coffee stain on my shirt I asked 
myself the obvious question: why the hell would the author go to the trouble of 
writing this section if that was what they thought of its subjects? 

Unfortunately the manual never addresses this but A1 would later provide some 
insight. 

"Did you get the impression that you should be revering these people?" he 
asked as we stood on the corner in front of my building. 

"No, just the opposite actually. Like I shouldn't take anything that they say 
too seriously," I replied honestly. 

"Well there you go." 

This seemed to be in keeping with the whole Transmundane ethos. 

Perhaps this is why the rest of the manual spends very little time in 
describing how to actually do "tactical thaumaturgy". 



Beginning with a tip of the hat to the "Theoretical Symbology" manual, a 
brief section on sigils follows. 

As I would later discover, other than the fact that Transmundane calls it 
"filing a requisition", in describing both the construction and "charging" 
of a sigil this part of the manual could be ripped out of almost any work on 
chaos magick. 

The agent starts by writing their intention down as a brief sentence, 
crossing out all the vowels and any repeated consonants, then forming the 
remaining letters into an arbitrary but unique and mystical-looking symbol. 

This sigil is copied into the appropriate field of the STR ("Standard 
Transmundane Requisition"), and the rest of the form is completed as 
accurately and completely as possible. 

The requisition is then submitted by visualizing the sigil during a 
"heightened energetic state" - orgasm, anger, some thrilling or terrifying 
experience - after which it's forgotten and the STR destroyed. 

The manual encourages the reader to consider these instructions as merely a 
starting point. "With some practice," it promises, "the need to draw sigils or 
use other physical props is bound to diminish or even disappear. 

"As a final note, if the entire concept of 'magick' turns you off," admonishes 
the manual, "simply change perspectives: if you accept that there's a 
Subliminal then thaumaturgy is a method of requesting its assistance. That 
covert assistance requires agency in the physical world, hence the agent." 

The literature then abruptly switches gears to "The Tactical" which describes 
what to expect from, and how to improve, one's thaumaturgical skills. 



Like the time dilation training, a strong emphasis is placed on tracking 
progress. A standard "requisition ledger" might include two parts: 

1. The date, time, and details of an activated requisition 

2. The date, time, and details of the results of 1 

This is intended to provide the trainee with an idea of how and when they can 
expect to see results in the future. As part of the "how", the agent is expected 
to discover that results are often more subtle, metaphorical, or literal than 
intended. 

A requisition for twenty bucks, for example, may manifest as finding a 
forgotten bill in a coat pocket, receiving a total of twenty dollars in 
hundreds of installments, or running into a herd of male deer. This may 
happen in one day or over a stretch of months, depending on the specificity of 
the requisition. 

The agent should assume nothing when correlating requisitions with results. 

Agents are also warned against expecting results that are not within the 
means of reality to deliver. In the case of the subconscious alternative, 
agents are warned not to expect results that are not within their own means to 
deliver. 

That twenty dollar bill is probably not going to suddenly materialize in a 
puff of smoke but finding one on the sidewalk, or being given an extra twenty 
by a temporarily dozy cashier, those are both much more likely scenarios. 

In its final paragraphs the manual addresses some of those pressing doubts I 
had: 


Q) If the training is so effective, why wouldn't agents be mega-rich by now? 



A) Who says they're not? If they're not, who says they have to be? 


Q) Why wouldn't agents be surrounded with luxury, devastatingly attractive 
people, etc*? 

A) Who says they're not? If they're not, who says they have to be? 


Q) Why wouldn't agents have the world rolling around at their feet, catering 
to every whim and desire? 

A) Who says they don't? If they're don't, who says they have to? 


Armed with these answers and the results of a few experiments, I found myself 
thinking that restricting requisitions to cash and hot ass seemed somewhat 
limiting. 



2.3 


Given what I'd just read, the topic if the next training manual was not really 
surprising. 

"Remote viewing, like thaumaturgy, is a skill that most people have,” 
mentioned A1 as he took a sip from his coffee. "Some are just better at it than 
others." 

We were sitting in the small cafe across the street, clutching tall paper cups 
and finger-pecking our pastries. 

I had my usual favourites, a blueberry packed muffin with a side of creamy 
dark roast. A1 opted for the "healthy" muffin, like a morning glory with 
densely packed with nuts, seeds, and berries, accompanied by a light roast 
which, despite the otherwise ubiquitous excellence of the shop's products, 
smelled inexplicably like cat piss. 

"Everyone has different tastes," continued A1, putting his cup down on the 
small circular table between us. "Training is something that has to be done 
regularly and for a long time. If an agent doesn't connect with it, doesn't 
love it, they're not going to want to pursue it." 

I nodded in agreement. This was, after all, a generalization that could apply 
to any endeavour. 

"So you can say," he said after a brief pause, "that if you're interested in a 
certain skill, you're almost guaranteed to be better at it than someone who's 
blase. Even an agent with enthusiasm and some training but no natural skills 
can match an agent with natural skills but no training. They'd be better than 
the average Joe in any event." 





By now I had grown accustomed to the way that certain common sense ideas were 
repackaged by the org; practice makes perfect, enthusiasm is the progenitor 
of mastery, etc. I was fine with this. I was even fine with the anecdotal 
evidence used to back up some of the training. What I was getting itchy for 
was some of this science I'd been promised. 

"Ever heard of Star Gate?" asked A1 in response to my concern. 

"The movie? The one about aliens and UFOs in Egypt or something?" I seemed to 
recall. 

"No, the other one. This was a secret U.S. government research program into 
psychic abilities. Started by two physicists, guys named Targ and Puthoff. 
They ran it out of the Stanford Research Institute from 72 to '95» about 20 
years. It's since been declassified. You can find lots of info online, YouTube 
videos, articles, stuff like that." 

"Yeah, it sounds familiar," I said, the description having jogged a faint 
memory. 

"It's hard to imagine a program being funded for nearly a quarter of a 
century if it wasn't showing results, don't you think?" asked A1, cocking an 
eyebrow. "And almost anyone involved is convinced that there's definitely 
something to it. They don't know how it works, they just know that it does. The 
data is there. 

"And it's not the only scientific study of psychic abilities. There's Joseph 
Banks Rhine who spent the '30s and '40s researching the topic, with amazing 
results. More recently, psychologist Daryl Bern made a splash with similar 
claims. Many ganzfeld experiments have yielded similar results. 

"Naturally there are detractors but most of the criticism fails to address the 
evidence of skills and abilities that appear to be just beyond the conscious 



control of the subjects. Do you understand what I'm saying here? Even if 
they're not psychic skills, strictly speaking, there's something there. For 
an operative, that something could come in super handy and if they can learn 
to use that something more effectively, who cares what it's called?" 

I sipped my coffee and nodded, making a mental note to do some research. 



2.4 


I found it increasingly difficult to dismiss the body of scientific 
literature on the topics of ESP/PSI, remote viewing, clairvoyance, and other 
psychic abilities. 

There's all sorts of neo- nomenclature intended to push aside the 
superstitious and irrational, and there are all sorts of theories about how it 
all works, but regardless of names and despite the plethora of explanations, 
the evidence points to some unsettling / exciting conclusions. And just like 
I've been hearing all along, the researchers involved reiterate the fact that 
some people are naturally better at these abilities than others, but nearly 
anyone can improve their own with training. 

After reading yet another paper, this one a meta-study of Soviet and 
Czechoslovakian parapsychological research through to the mid 70s, I 
decided that I didn't need any more convincing; Transmundane's training has 
science behind it. 

But my growing excitement at the possibilities was tempered by another kind 
of doubt; Was Transmundane really for me, and I for it? Was I really Agent- 
Operative material? 

I'd have to put my memory to the test. 

Any time I'd had a weird or cryptic or espionage-y experience, any time I ran 
into stunning synchronicity, any time I caught a glimpse of reality being a 
little tilted, these would all have to be recalled as accurately as possible. 
Nothing could be excluded, even dreams. 

Would it all somehow fit a pattern? 





I let it percolate for a couple of months. 

Eventually I amassed a large pile of evidence — memories, photos, documents, 
passports, mementos — and it all read like the prequel to a psychedelic spy 
novel; 

The Alice in Wonderland Syndrome, the bizarre reality-bleeding drug 
experiences, the sober psychedelic experiences, the simply inexplicable ones, 
the political prisoner father, the memories of a life behind the Iron Curtain, 
the years spent training for unexpected dangers in Asia, all the mundane 
abilities and skills I'd developed, some of the Transmundane ones I'd (maybe) 
accidentally stumbled on, the cryptic voicemails and the strange interactions 
with strange people in strange places under strange circumstances, the 
prescient dreams and especially the dark one I'd had years ago that ended with 
me gazing hopefully at a sinister and occult-y looking symbol on a dusty 
placard in the corner of an abandoned room ... 

... the details go on for a while. 


So maybe it could be true, maybe I could be a Transmundane agent 



2.5 


The encounters started shortly after I took the manuals home with me. At first 
I thought that they were just weird events, unusual people, odd coincidences, 
but as time went on they became so numerous, persistent, and overt that I 
simply couldn't ignore them. 

A large and menacing man openly threatened to end me if didn't I cease my 
"amateur" endeavours. Subsequent assassination attempts would demonstrate 
that these threats were not idle. Secret communications would be passed to me 
by an undercover agent in the street. I would be tailed by shadowy security 
forces in black-tinted SUVs and my phone calls would be interrupted by 
conversations in an unidentified Asian language. 

I began recording these "Incident Reports" and collecting artifacts for 
analysis. Everything would be filed in the "Radio Transmundane" dossier, a 
name inspired by A1. 

"I used to have my own radio show, did you know that?" he asked me in the 
library one day. "Out of New York. It was a low wattage red-eye, a call-in, 
just people talking about whatever was on their minds. At that time of the 
morning you get the really interesting stories." 

He has the voice for it, I thought; gravelly and on the deep end of baritone. 

"I liked the idea of being able to broadcast to anyone willing to listen," he 
continued. "This was before the internet was a household thing, mind you, and 
audience statistics at that clown college were more like an educated guess. 
Still, underground movements are viral so even a handful listeners was 
enough. 





"I also knew that Transmundane didn't come into existence in a vacuum. The 
founders were both the product and result of their epoch," he concluded, 
offering his insights with up-turned palms. 

"I'd been meaning to ask you about that," I suddenly remembered. "Who were the 
founders? How did Transmundane get its start?" 

A1 prattled off a series of names I'd never heard of, then asked me not to 
divulge the information to protect surviving members and their families. 

"But the people and groups that preceded them, those are public knowledge," he 
said with enthusiasm. "Like the Fraternal Order of the Rosy Cross, the 
Invisible College. Then there were the Red Lanterns who operated out of China 
with a similar M.O. More recently there's Cicada 3301 which is focused on 
digital secrecy and privacy and has a penchant for the arcane and mysterious. 

"Secrecy, intelligence gathering propensities, mystical leanings, occult 
tendencies ... you can start to see how Transmundane and its allies are 
related. People would like to believe that they're not, that these groups 
sprung up independently and in isolation, much like certain scientific 
discoveries that appear to be made spontaneously by unrelated researchers in 
disparate parts of the globe. But if there's a good explanation for this 
latter phenomenon, why wouldn't it apply to others too?" A1 asked me with a 
look of slight bewilderment. 

"Anyway, that's something that works in our favour. When things are not well 
understood and hidden they tend to be ridiculed and dismissed. Being 
underestimated and laughed at means we're the least likely suspects when shit 
goes down, know what I mean?" 

It made perfect sense. If I told people that I was an undercover agent for a 
secret organization they'd probably chuckle at my wild imagination, then 



laugh out loud if I told them how the organization operates. Being last in the 
line of suspects = the best cover. 

"By the way," finished A1, "you won't find this in any of the manuals. Some 
things need to remain oral traditions, secrets of the mystery school, to be 
passed on from teachers to students. Or, in our case, from senior operatives to 
junior agents." 

"Does that mean that I'm officially a Transmundane agent?" I wondered, mildly 
hopeful. 

"What?!" laughed Al. "That ship sailed, like, months ago!" 



2.6 


It seems that I'd already become an agent some time prior to me asking if I was 
one. Apparently there were no ceremonies, announcements, or even a notice 
given to the parties involved. 

Maybe the timetable had been moved up, maybe this was the norm at the org. 
Either way, I was sure that I wasn't yet an operative and given some of my 
recent run-ins I wasn't sure if my training was sufficient for field work. 

"Have you started on the PACE manual yet?” asked Al, impatiently mirroring my 
thoughts as we stood in the baked goods section of the local grocery store. 
The "PACE" stood for "Personal Advanced Counter-Espionage", a title I 
vaguely remembered being part of one of the heavier manuals I'd put aside for 
later reading. 

"Something big is going down and we don't want to be behind the eight ball," 
he continued, obviously agitated. 

Crossing his arms and furrowing his brows, a look I'd never seen on him 
before, Al explained that, "Central's gearing up and whatever they've been 
planning, they're taking it world wide. Analysis indicates ... well ... even I'm 
surprised by Central's chutzpah. And those fuckers haven't surprised me in 
years." 

"What's going to happen?" I asked, concerned. 

"It's already happening. The wheels are in motion. We're not sure exactly what 
it is, maybe chemical, maybe radiological, maybe biological. It might be 
something man-made, they might be piggybacking on a natural opportunity, or 
maybe it's something else. Whatever the case, the wide picture is the stuff of 
conspiracy theories, the kind with the double-lined tin foil hats." 





He told me what he'd learned and I listened with interest. The picture that he 
painted was pretty grim and audacious, a story that might give even Alex 
Jones a pause. 

Within four to five months, claimed A1, there would be a coordinated global 
attack which would be used to subdue and control the population of the world. 
If everything went according to plan the old world would cease and a new 
world, under the reign of The Authority, would begin. 

It wouldn't be the typical type of attack. It would involve subterfuge and 
misdirection and fear and doubt. No guns, no tanks, no planes, no victory 
banners. If done right, it wouldn't even look like an attack, and if it could be 
made to look like a natural phenomenon there wouldn't even be any finger 
pointing. 

Hegemony, collectivism, centralization - some of the telltale characteristics 
of Central at work, the outcomes of their missions. To identify what's 
happening agents would need to focus on the fruits of any given situation, 
not necessarily its seeds. 

"It'll probably be sold as a public good,” growled A1 with irritation. "There's 
precedence here. Think back to all the population control measures brought in 
with each new crisis. They never really seem to go away, do they? Things just 
get more and more Orwellian. Now imagine things being a hundred times worse 
and all of that infrastructure in the hands of Central. 

"That's why they're going to try it globally. They're going big. Seriously 
big. 

"But you and I both know," he finished, a sly grin suddenly replacing the 
worries on his face, "that Transmundane will be waiting for them." 



2.7 


In late November I received an urgent message: the agency had arranged to 
have me attend an intense, three week physical training course. 

I got the phone call on a Friday and was given the weekend to get my shit 
together. I'd be paid for my time away, enough to cover the bills, but otherwise 
I'd have to put everything on autopilot. Thankfully, my life wasn't that 
complicated. 

The course was held was in a retired subterranean storage facility, a 
spacious concrete bunker with a jungle gym of metal bars and hidden dangers. 
The entrance was in the corner of a surprisingly public place, one of those 
doors you might walk by regularly and never give a second glance. You might 
not even recognize it as a door until it's opened. 

The first day was a cold and misty one. I arrived to find a few other people 
already in the thick of it, a mix of men and women, most younger than me. With 
only about half an hour for meals and rest, we would be going at it for eight 
to ten hours a day, every day. The training regimen required no supervision 
or progress tracking, it was "mission-oriented": complete a simple-sounding 
task within the allotted time. 

Our small group was to relocate a large stack of increasingly heavy, 
cumbersome, and dangerous objects from one end of the facility to the other. 
We'd have the full three weeks to complete the task but the configuration of 
the challenge would be changing throughout. 

To get at the objects we'd have to get through a morphing obstacle course of 
rusty jagged edges, glass shards, randomly protruding stainless steel 
needles, and cleverly hidden razors, all set within a soaring framework of 
metal pipes and ledges. In the mix we would be regularly "interrupted" by 





facility staff while during off hours there would be surreptitious contacts 
by Transmundane agents as a reminder of the importance of getting back to 
training. 

It was incessant. 

I bled. I bruised. My clothes were destroyed. My muscles were torn. My joints 
hurt. My body was mush. At night I'd barely make it to the bed before losing 
consciousness. The next day I'd drag my sore ass out of that bed and do it all 
again. 

Only two of us remained on the day before last. On the final day, I was there 
alone. 

I had a nice chat with the facility's head honcho as I prepared to leave. He 
congratulated me and offered me a position with his team. I respectfully 
declined. No way was I going to be a part of that full-time - I like my R&R a 
little too much - but it was nice to know that if it had to, the little engine 
still could. 

That night, in the few remaining moments of consciousness before my head hit 
the pillow, I thought I heard the voice of Roger Murtaugh saying, "maybe I'm 
not too old for this shit." 



2.8 


The Transmundane Personal Advanced Counter-Espionage manual is a 
smorgasbord of tips and information provided by a dizzying array of 
operatives. It deals primarily with ways to stay covert and safe without 
relying on too many gadgets or special tools. The first example given is the 
"ability to see around corners". 

This, in case I didn't already mention it, isn't really as superhuman as it 
sounds. It harnesses the ability of peripheral vision to pick up subtle 
changes in lighting that a direct gaze may not perceive. Even gentle 
movements may be detectable from disturbances in reflections or shadows, but 
not when looking straight at them. 

In effect, the agent must learn to "see by not looking" which can, 
paradoxically, grant them a limited sneak peek at what's moving around 
corners and other "blind" spots. 

How far an agent can extend these peripheral faculties depends largely on 
them, but almost anyone could benefit from the technique. I've used it. Not 
operationally in the field, mind you, but it's prevented a few spectacular 
collisions with people on the streets. 

Another PACE method described in the manual is the "Spot Situational 
Analysis (SSA)". 

A random timer alarm is used to signal the agent to stop "on the spot" for a 
brief period of time during which they must assess their current locale, in 
the context of an abstract but dicey or dangerous situation, and quickly form 
a plan of action. 





Like the "time dilation" method, plenty of practice and progress tracking 
along with a gradual reduction in the amount of available time will, over 
time, make this technique more like a reflex mechanism. Because of this 
characteristic, it can't be complicated. 

During the assessment phase, the agent has to answer one or few basic 
questions as quickly as possible. The questions must be strictly relevant to 
maintaining the agent's immediate safety. When shit goes down, this type of 
training can provide precious bug out seconds. 

For example: 

1. Where can you take immediate cover if you're being attacked by unseen 
assailants from an unknown location? 

2. Can you identify two immediate exfil points that you can use to leave 
the area as safely and quickly as possible? 

3. What immediately available objects could be used to block, slow, blind, 
disable, deceive, or otherwise impede pursuers? 

4. Which nearby person could you use as an impromptu identity cover and 
how would you do it? 

In an urban situation, the options for answers can be vast. 

Let's say I'm walking down the street ... bzzz, timer goes off. Today I'm being 
ambitious; going four for four in 10 seconds. 

1. For maximum cover I'd squeeze in under that delivery truck. 

2. That narrow alley to the adjoining one or up this scaffolding and into 
this building through that open window. 



3* This garbage can can be toppled over. That lady's shopping cart can be 
thrown in the way. This loiterer can be used to physically separate me 
from my pursuers if they're getting too close. 

4. Security's at my 3» Hey, that guy on his cell phone looks like my "good 
friend Luigi". If he's confused it's only because he doesn't recognize me 
from that "vacation". By the time we established that he's actually not 
Luigi and we'd never met before, my friend and me would've walked-n- 
talked right out of the danger zone. A few well placed questions might 
even allow me to part ways with a convincing, "please say hello to your 
lovely wife for me!" Good old Luigi and Whatsherface. 

That last one is a little elaborate but after a few SSAs, when the details are 
firmly committed to memory, it can be folded up into a single-word mnemonic 
like "Luigi”. 

In a rural setting, the answers to the questions are more limited. When you're 
alone in the middle of a potato field, for example, the only realistic exfil 
point is in the opposite direction of danger. Since a spud doesn't provide 
much of a cover story, the fourth question doesn't really apply either. 

But that doesn't matter since the point isn't to always come up with a 
definitive answer but rather to be regularly asking the questions. Doing so 
at random intervals ensures that this happens at unexpected times, a key part 
of the training. 

At first, the agent should focus on the quality of the answers rather than on 
the speed of their delivery. This focus is slowly reversed as training 
progresses. When the process is repeated to the point of becoming second 
nature, the agent will have developed not only a way to cope with immediate 
danger, but also a way to instinctively assess an environment. 



"The questions are not set in stone," notes the manual, "and may not reflect 
the agent's situational priorities at a particular time. Learning to 
immediately spot surveillance cameras, quickly identify people by certain 
traits, or instantly pick out irregularities in known environments may be 
more useful skills for the agent to have in their arsenal." 

A large part of the manual continues on like this, first introducing some 
naturally occurring skill, then explaining how it's used by Transmundane 
agents, and finally finishing with an explanation of how to further develop 
and enhance it. 

The book eventually moves on to zenten operations: using decoys, double¬ 
tailing, setting honeypots, guerrilla ops, etc. I skimmed over this part, 
vowing to return when my zenten grew. 

The final third of the manual is dedicated to choosing and securing a safe 
house. I'm still working my way through this section but as I flipped through 
the pages I found a copy of a damaged photo. It's of a bunch of rundown old 
buildings with barred windows, reinforced doors, and a good amount of ghetto; 
the type of place where, as the scribble on the back of the picture implies, 
extra security measures wouldn't seem out of place. 

In the image you can just make out the word "TRAVEL" above one of the doors of 
a shuttered shop. A safe house above a travel agent - that's eerily familiar. I 
feel like I'd been there before. But when? And more importantly, why? 



2.9 


When it comes to the org, there are no easy answers. I learned this early on 
and if I've already mentioned it then it bears repeating. 

At this point, anyone tuned into Radio Transmundane will fall into one of 
three categories: 

1. They get it. 

2. They feel it. 

3. They don't get it or feel it. 

Anyone who fits into the first category is either an agent, operative, or a 
light sleeper. In this case, Radio Transmundane will be mostly 
informational. At best it'll be a sort of reference manual with an occasional 
joke and at worst it'll be a boring repetition of known facts laced with some 
lame humour. 

Those in category two will have an instinctual feel for the content. For 
people in this group, Radio Transmundane contains a seemingly cohesive if 
indecipherable thread. Even if it's poorly constructed, the characters seem to 
have no arc, and the story - if it can even be called that - has no discernible 
progression, the stuff between the lines is interesting enough anyway. 

People in the third group are either civvies or Central goons. Civilians are 
by nature opportunistically insular. They're as much a part of the agency as 
The Authority but at least they're not nearly as hostile. However you slice it 
though, Radio Transmundane will either be a dumb waste of time or some kind 
of deranged manifesto. 





When faced with the choices typically reserved for group three - dumb, 
deranged, or free-ranged - people in group two yearn for a fourth option 
while Transmundane makes that option a lifestyle. 

At the end of the day it's about having a philosophy, even if it's a Subliminal 
one. 

There's a great line in Cronenberg's Videodrome about philosophies, delivered 
through a haze of cigarette smoke over a half-eaten Baklava at a table 
overlooking a Middle Eastern restaurant. 

Masha, aging but idealistic purveyor of softcore porn, says to edgy local TV 
station bigwig Max Renn, "... it has something that you don't have, Max. It has 
a philosophy. And that is what makes it dangerous." 

The "it" that she's referring to is the titular conspiracy by a shadowy group 
to use video-embedded mind control on the population, a role for which Max and 
his station are well suited. 

As we learn later, philosophies are double-edged swords. 

Max ends up running around and killing Videodrome baddies with a gnarly 
flesh-hand-gun and a spacious abdominal storage vagina before Blondie 
convinces him to shoot himself in the head, a sequence set in motion by an 
anti-Videodrome agent whose dad now lives only through the TV screen; 
classic they-killed-my-father revenge business. 

Even if Cronenberg denies it to his grave, as he's surely obligated to do, it's 
obvious that Professor Brian O'Blivion is his daughter Bianca's handler and 
she in turn is a Transmundane operative. Through her actions she thwarts the 
monstrous designs of a thinly veiled Central Control while Brian offers 
prerecorded guidance. 



Some viewers may not share this interpretation, which is entirely 
understandable considering that meaning is a thing imposed, meaning that 
they're wrong. 

As the credits roll, the subtext will just be oozing out of the screen for 
Transmundane agents, the group three types in the audience will be 
complaining about what a piece of shit they've just sat through, and the 
second group will be intrigued and possibly disturbed but ultimately unsure 
about what they've watched. 

It's important to clarify these categories because they each have unique 
repercussions as Radio Transmundane arrives at a nexus of convergence and 
alignment. 

For group one that's probably a great big, "whatever", or maybe a sighed, 
"finally". 

For group three it might require a long hard look in the mirror. 

For group two it might just mean the flipping of a philosophy, not unlike one 
with pistols in orifices and megalomaniacs behind the scenes. 



2.10 


"Time for a reckoning," said A1 dryly, stopping on the pavement in front of 
the neighbourhood fruit market. A light snow fell around clouds of our breath 
as they ascended into the cold city air. 

"I don't know when I'm going to see you next," he continued. "I'm going 
underground. Deep. I suggest that you do too. Things are starting to get 
dangerous around here, for all of us." 

The intelligence at this point had become crystal clear: the attack was 
biological, a member of the Corona virus family. Or at least that, as I was to 
be informed, was the cover — the dog and pony show to keep eyes and ears off 
the main event. 

News reports already had it ravaging Wuhan and the media were salivating at 
the prospects of mass contagion. I'll skip the rest since most people already 
know this story - the public version anyway. 

"It's funny how few people suggest that the pandemic isn't natural," resumed A1 
after a brief pause to punctuate the gravity of his words. 

"I'm pretty sure that's a common theory out there," I countered. "Lots of people 
think the virus was manufactured. Maybe it was the Chinese, or the U.S., or ..." 

"No," said A1, abruptly cutting me off, "I mean that it isn't the result of a 
natural process. And it isn't an 'unplanned lab accident' either," he sneered 
as he gestured air quotes around the phrase, "or a slip of safety protocols. It 
was introduced either directly by Central or as a by-product of their 
philosophy. 





"Take the environmental degradation claims, for example; that the virus was 
transmitted from animals to humans due to shrinking habitats. I have no good 
reason to doubt that but it's a smokescreen, like the virus itself. Regardless 
of where it came from, whether production or providence, the virus is an 
opportunity. 

"Central's plans and policies encouraging the domination and destruction of 
the planet are at the core and they come with a big Trojan Horse. I mean, is the 
idea of novel pathogens emerging from shrinking forests a shocking new 
idea? With all of their expertise and wisdom," intoned A1 with mocking 
sarcasm," did no one see this coming? Yeah, right! 

"Nature's not pouncing at us from the shadows, Central is knowingly poking 
it with a stick while setting its house on fire. Of course, an artificially 
manufactured virus sounds entirely plausible but that's really missing the 
forest for the trees. Colluding nations can be implicated for carrying out 
the orders, whatever they are, but the heavy hitters giving those orders are 
still hiding in the periphery. 

"That doesn't mean that anyone gets a free pass but we shouldn't lose focus. 
Central's pulling the strings. The Authority's pulling theirs. That's who 
we're aiming for, assuming it's a 'who'." 

I nodded my agreement. The philosophy of The Authority is so fundamentally 
in opposition to the org's, to mine, and so broadly embedded around the world, 
that any discussion surrounding Central no longer included words of doubt 
like "if" or "why" but only clarifications like "when", "where", "who", and 
"how". Sometimes not even that. 

If you can think of a despicable, villainous, heinous act, there's most likely 
a Central playbook on it. It's so antithetical to what the agency is all about 



that Transmundane can't even be really called the flipside of the coin, it's 
more like the edge. 

"But you know that already," A1 reassured me. "I've shared with you everything 
I know, everything I can. Anything else will have to come from other 
operatives or through your own experiences in the field. I know you can do it. 
I have faith in you." 

This isn't something I'd heard very often so it caught me by surprise, 
especially the sincerity with which A1 said it. It could almost be described as 
tender. 

"But what about the manuals, how do I get them back to you?" I asked, suddenly 
remembering that I still had the stash at home. 

"Ah, you hold on to them," replied A1, swatting the question away with his 
hand. "Actually, you can hold on to these too." He reached into his bag, 
pulling out a small stack of Transmundane manuals, and handed them to me. 

"After a while the material becomes a part of you, you know? Just like the 
code. It's all in here," he said, thumping his chest, "and in here," touching a 
finger to his temple. 

"Well, this is kind of sudden and crappy," I pouted, feeling flustered. "Am I 
ever going to see you again?" 

"That's a definite maybe," he replied, smiling with a nearly imperceptible 
wink. "I'll keep an eye out for you. If the org wants us to reconnect, it'll 
happen. After all, it's a very small and very weird world. 

"But in the meantime, I highly recommend that you also get yourself some deep 
cover. Things are bound to get a bit hairy out there. Keep your wits about you, 



remember your training, lean on your zenten, and don't forget about your most 
valuable resource, the handler." 

I could feel a new coldness descend over me as the wind and snow intensified. 

"Well, hopefully that next time will come sooner rather than later ... erm ... 
what's your designation? What's your operational alias?" asked A1 with a 
finger placed contemplatively on his lower lip. 

I'd been meaning to come up with a moniker since I'd opened the first 
Transmundane manual but I always got distracted. At least that was the 
excuse. 

I glanced up at the sky, hoping for instant inspiration. 

Snow, sky, white, gray, flutter, breeze, wind, winter, cold, chill - all these 
names lacked oomph and spontaneity. I'd need more time but there wasn't any. A1 
would be going underground, meaning I'd have no way to contact him, and if he 
tried to contact me or even search for me using my real name it could put both 
of us in danger. 

I finally understood why the first few practical sections of "How To Be A 
Secret Agent" urge the creation of an impersonal, semi-random sobriquet. I 
hadn't, and now I'd put myself on the spot. I felt like such a heel. 

Suddenly, a falcon darted into view, swooping out from behind a building. 
There was a small family of the birds living somewhere in the neighbourhood 
but spotting one was extremely rare. Something so auspicious could hardly be 
ignored. 

With each majestic swoop of his powerful wings the falcon brushed aside the 
blanched sky like it was a minor irritation. His size, regal spotting, and 



spread-tip wings easily set him apart from the gulls and pigeons that 
usually flapped overhead. 

Great image, and the name worked in so many ways, 

"How about," I proposed, pausing for effect, "you call me Peregrine," 

A1 matched my gaze just in time to see the falcon dipping back behind the 
building, 

"Ha! Nice, " he chuckled, "Okay then, Peregrine. Nice to make your 
acquaintance. Until we meet again, stay well, my friend." 

"You too," I replied with a twinge of sadness. "Thanks for everything." 

With a nod, A1 turned and walked in the direction of the large block of rundown 
apartments behind him, the whiteness slowly bleaching his receding 
silhouette until he became a part of the winter storm. It left me with a 
disconcerting feeling, like A1 had never really existed. 

The manuals in my hand also felt flimsy and incorporeal. The sensation 
reminded me of the Alice in Wonderland Syndrome; I could see the books, feel 
them, hear the rustle of their pages in the wind, but the sense data in my 
brain wasn't jibing with what I knew to be reality. Or maybe reality wasn't 
jibing with what I knew inside. 

Reality and what I knew had for some time both been on shaky ground and I got 
the sneaking suspicion that my Transmundane adventures were about to spiral 
into a whole new, strange, and exciting chapter. 


But first I'd have to disappear. 



